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Thileepan Manikumar is a HR by profession, currently resides 
in Trichy with his wife Cathy and an arrogant cat Sling. He is 
sincere, friendly, curious, ambitious and an occasional liar. He 
is a man with a dream. A very simple dream, mostly including 
bikes and beers. But a dream nonetheless. 

Website: 

Facebook Page: 

https://www.facebook.com/thileepan.manikumar 

Some Tips on Painting: 

I don't know much about painting to advise. Let me tell you 
about the mistakes I made... 

1. Paying too much attention to advise 

2. Trying to imitate others 

3. Being a perfectionist 

4. keeping your work to yourself 

5. Taking too long to begin 



ABOUT GLOMAG 

GloMag is the coming together of poets in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions - and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the poet gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the poet's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you are 
sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and you 
turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands still, 
and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these 
beautiful verses, expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances 
in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, it sways and 
chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, 
someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, 
someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 

Glory Sasikala 

The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 

© All rights reserved. 2015 

BACKGROUND MUSIC: "llaya Nila" composed by llayaraja, 
lyrics by Vairamuthu 

https://www.voutube.com/watch?v=QutKB7tfnxo 



PREFACE 


(a tongue-in-cheek writer, and a poet and feminist who is 
strongly supportive of independent-thinking women) 



"How can I not thank you every time I open my mouth?" A 
stream of protests would follow. I could envisage her head 
going up and down in an effort to add emphasis to her 
words. Having stirred the hornet's nest, I would side step and 
start off on a tangent. She would follow me there and scold 
me for jumping topics. Whatever the time of day or night, 
she was all there. Like mama hen, she clucks around all the 
Glorioustimes members, and now the extended family of 
GloMag too. So, here I am trying to do justice to the woman 
in me, recognized, feted and nurtured and given my space to 
be me. 

It is quite an onerous task to provide a platform to people 
and ask them to debate. Brickbats (and bouquets) are hurled 
as if they are stones. Sometimes the issues under 
consideration churn a personal trauma within and then it 
must find expression. Almost always what starts as a light¬ 
hearted soiree, becomes a heated discussion. This was one of 
those times. The bank had no sensibilities. They insisted that 


a divorcee could not start/have an account without a 
surname. The surname would have to be either 
husband/father. The problem thus was she did not want to 
be known as Mrs. Divorced and calling herself as Mrs. Father 
did not seem right either. In the end she compromised on 
Ms. Father. Whatever for? 

The question is how do people manage who have their 
mother's names as surname? There are communities like 
that, no? It is required for identity they said. We are 
providing pancards for nationality identity. Even there you 
are known by your father's name...or husband's name. Why? 
I stand alone throughout my life; the government does not 
bother to ensure a male help/prop for me to lean on. The 
moment an identity has to be established, whoa, remember 
your maker or un-doer. Why? 

While growing up, I was always advised that only a length of 
yellow string could save me from calamities - the 
mangalsutra. While I have great regard for the sentimentality 
and symbolism that it evokes, I dislike being told that I may 
not be separated from it for any period of time for fear of 
causing harm to the one who tied it round my neck. This 
superstition gets sanction from the significant others in the 
family. The womenfolk, educated or otherwise, spread their 
brand of sentimental hogwash. Some talk of the Vedas that 
were recited at the marriage before invoking it with the 
power of becoming a protector of my virtues and my destiny. 


Can a small piece of sanitized yellow thread do more for me 
than what a mother could not till that date? How? 

At the ration office, if a husband is available, then he has to 
be described as the head of the family. What gives him the 
right to be so addressed? The reasoning and the format of 
this valuable piece of paper is as old as Manu perhaps. Hence 
the 'protector 7 tag. 

The so-called rules and regulations play on the emotions of 
an unprotected insecure class and subjugates them. Is this 
right? What is the alternative? How can we establish our own 
identity without succumbing to the unthinking pressures 
created by an overly protective patriarchy? When will a 
woman stand up and say, I am me. Tukra do ya pyaar karo. 

Having observed quite a few of the families in which the 
mother figure is boss, I understand that financial 
independence is also not the secret. The whole issue can be 
resolved by each woman on her own, wanting to be her own 
person, being ready to take the onus of responsible 
decisions, having the courage of her convictions and being 
supremely aware of the result of her actions. As a corollary, 
one learns to accept that there will be mistakes, there will be 
jealousies, and there will be serious objections. One has to 
forge ahead and show the way to others following behind. 


BOOK OF THE MONTH 


Notepad Stories 
By 

Usha Chandrasekharan 





USHA CHANDRASEKHARAN 


BUY THE BOOK AT: 


Amazon.com 

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1482858029 

Flipkart 

http://www.flipkart.com/notepad-stories- 

english/p/itmec28xnzdxyxzg?pid=9781482858020 

Usha Chandrasekharan writes tongue-in-cheek. She is a keen 
observer of life in passing. She analyzes human frailty and 
foibles. Her stories are a gentle pointer to man's pretences of 
civility and probes the whys and wherefores of human action 






or inaction. A poet, she is also a feminist, strongly supportive 
of independent-thinking women. 

REVIEW: 

Books aplenty all over the world, but when a best friend 
writes a book, somehow, your heart swells with pride. You 
find yourself calling and telling people, "Hey, you know that 
book....?? The author is my best friend." 

And so it is with Notepad Stories. I'm not sure what I 
expected when I first met her. I thought she spoke some, 
debated some, and was a home maker. A little while in 
passing made me revise my opinion a bit as I watched her 
childishly blow a vuvuzela. No one does that unless one is a 
child at heart. A little more into the relationship, and I had 
found my perfect companion. She observes, writes, cross- 
stitches, works, promotes, and she's always there as a friend. 
And she can blow away my worries in a trice and make me 
giggle helplessly. What has all this to do with the book, you 
may ask. Everything, since it is this refreshingly creative and 
zestful approach to life that spills over into her storytelling, 
human beings her innocent targets as she sees behind polite 
facades and into the soul, extracting a story there, and 
sewing it all together as intricately as her cross stitches. A 
question like, "Hmmm, and then what happened?" could set 
her off on another journey into storyland, taking you along 
with her. We at Glorioustimes waited eagerly for her to post 
her stories, knowing that there will be the surprise ending, 
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the play of emotions, each sentence, each word deliberately 
placed one after the other, one after the other, till it all built 
into a cunningly crafted yarn with the perfect finish. 

From writing to getting published is a giant psychological 
leap. Not everyone who writes will find the courage to put 
themselves out there, and I for one have the deepest respect 
and admiration for anyone who can do that. I'm hoping this 
will be the first of Usha's books because yarn spinners are 
born not made, and if I want a story, all I have to do is point 
someone out to her or go with her on a journey. 


Glory Sasikala 
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CHATEAU FORTE LA RIVIERE CHER 


Paying the Loire tribute, 
Cher rises in the northwest, 
then flows across a plateau 
to join the Yevre at Vierzon. 


Eighteenth century masons 
built the chateau from, and on, 
pilings of a sixteenth- 
century mill, creating 


a castle more squat than wide. 
Torch-lit halls linked galleries, 
ballrooms, the castle fastened 
riverbanks with black-and-white tiles, 
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witness to minuets, waltzes. Then, 
pawns crossed this checkerboard that 
was then scuffed by the jackboots 
of soldiers of the thousand-year Reich 

lasting only twelve — a fraction 
of the fuehrer's promises. 

Taking flight from Gothic weight, 
the structure offered flight 

to its builder's descendants. 

They had no way of knowing, 

these workmen who joined shores with 

stone, the path they left. Placing 

this architectural bridge 
on arched columns, they spanned 
generations both backward 
and forward. They did not see 
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events that were to be yet 
still supplied an avenue 
to freedom for their great¬ 
grandchildren's grandchildren. 



William P. Cushing: This is Bill Cushing's second contribution 
to GloMag, and now instead of nature, he looks at history-as 
he believes good poetry usually does. What you read here is 
true. Bill has recently had work published in two anthologies: 
Getting Old and Stories of Music; he can be reached at 
piscespoet@yahoo.com 
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SUNSET 

The Sun sets ever so brightly, 

On yet another day. 

Asks me to wait for tomorrow 
And see if I can have my way. 

A promise left unfulfilled. 

Left unsatisfied to my dismay 

But the crack of dawn rekindles forgotten dreams 

Powering me for the rest of the day. 

Bereft of reward, it cries quietly, 

It weans into oblivion, ever so far away. 

Reflecting emotion and discord in equal measure. 
Vowing to win some time, some day. 
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It reminds me of the naive dream, 

That I hoped to behold with you some day. 

It averts its eyes in exhaustion and endearment, 
Just like you did when you walked away. 


You inspire in me the light of noon, 

But know of the unfulfilled stories of today, 
Your smile is all I need to move on. 


And hope for the chips to fall, where they may... 



Vivek Shivram: My life is a poem, a beautiful one at that. I 
live in one of the most happening cities in the world. When I 
live out my life as a Consultant for a blue chip firm, the 
energy of Canary Wharf is mine to claim. And when I seek 
refuge in poetry, the Surrey Countryside opens up to me. 
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DREAMLAND TALE! 

A land of fun 
a joy- laden place. 

Smiles every face 
no soul ever knows 
a word as 'disgrace'. 

So majestic its charm 
always here, 
a new sunshine. 

Wonder thy soul 
wandering all alone; 

Is this the abode of the lord divine? 
Suddenly, 
a gust of wind 
But, 0 Heaven! 
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a storm, never seen so calm. 

Soul in thoughts so sublime 
Why this place always; 
retains its charm. 

Few hours gone by 
Heard; 

no noise, no cries. 

No fear even; 

Where is this place on earth? 
the devout soul in me 
brimmed with surprise! 

Darkened the sky 
all a sudden. 

Strange though; 

heard birds chirping trees nearby. 

Bidding 'Good-bye' to the fairy tale world 
waking up the 'earthly' soul 
for a new morning; 
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a new beginning. 

Awaiting with arms wide open 
welcoming the 'humanly living'. 



Vishal Ajmera: He is a Business strategy consultant working 
with a reputed MNC in Mumbai. Professionally, strategy and 
finance are his area of expertise but over the last few 
decades Vishal has developed a penchant for poem dating 
back to his early school days. In a poet's avatar, he is an avid 
writer with composition of poems across all genres especially 
romance, philosophy, psychology, nature, human life etc. 
With compositions of over 1,000+ poems across different 
languages (Hindi, English & Gujarati) and genres; Vishal's 
work has been greatly appreciated by both national and 
international authors/ poets of repute. With an intention to 
scale his 'poetic fervor' to the next level, Vishal is currently 
working towards contributing to international anthology 
publications. If not busy with his professional commitments, 
easy to find Vishal at his 'poetic chair', penning dreams into 
words :). You can reach him at vishalajmeral@gmail.com . 

Happy to connect!! 
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INDECISION 

Oh so painful are those dames, who can never make a 
decision, 

What they want, what they don't, never befriended 
precision. 

Coveting everything they see, discarded without a thought, 
Brooding over the loss incurred, with no advices sought. 

On a sunny day by the shore, one has many things to do, 

The indecisive woman sits idle, with her man beside, to rue. 

A dip in the sea, or a run in the sun, or a boat to the deep 
blue sea, 

None of this will happen though, on her indecisive spree. 

What to wear is a decision, that will take eons to take shape, 
What to eat is decided, when the restaurant shuts its drape. 
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If you say a word unkind about, her decision making ability, 

She throws a tantrum and blows you apart, with absolutely 
no pity. 


Walking hand in hand becomes, a thing of the unfashionable 
past, 

If you lean forward to kiss her cheek, she looks at you aghast. 

Then one moment she's all over you, with a twinkle in her 
eye, 

The next, you find yourself at the door, for trying to be too 
sly. 


If I wait patiently without a fuss, for her decision to be made, 

I get branded as a dependent male, who chose to enjoy the 
shade. 

If I offer stewardship, to suggest, act, do, advice or decide, 

I wear the tag of MCP, who cares not for his unwed bride. 


Finally one day when you decide, you were meant to be 
together, 
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You wishfully go down on a knee, and stretch a ring out to 
her. 

She runs away, or slaps you hard, your actions judged with 
disgrace 

And you wonder if all these days, twas a dream you did 
embrace? 


With no clue of what she wants, you turn away heartbroken, 

You find her running up to you and hug you with a lovely 
passion. 

You turn around with the hope that, she is probably coming 
back, 

But no she isn't, she was just thanking you, for your helpful 
track. 


On and off and on and off, you are treated like a switch. 

Your mind, starts doubting you again and you end up in a 
glitch. 

And then you decide, you've had enough and you'll bear no 
more, 

But you give in to the temptation that the next one will work 
for sure. 
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Vishak Chadrasekharan: Baker by day and Poet by night, 
Vishak lets his personal experiences decide the course of his 
pen on paper to come up with the most Vivid and brutal 
expression of Life situations everyone goes through. He uses 
his ability to connect to people emotionally to put those 
experiences on paper and enables others to look at the world 
through their eyes. He currently runs and partners a Cafe in 
Coimbatore called V's and pens down poems and dark Stories 
during the little free time he gets. 
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THE GOLDEN MIRRORS... 

Bedazzled I lay there 
Beyond the golden mirrors 
Royal reflections of myself 
From my charismatic years 

Blindfolded I had run 
Against the golden mirrors 
Bestowing crackling dreams 
To my charismatic years 

Love, Lust and Struggle 
Lay bare in the golden mirrors 
A mere sprinkle of sanity 
Escaped my charismatic years... 
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Vinay Virwani: A marketing guy by profession, I can't help 
but try and convince you that a particular brand of detergent 
powder can really change your life! 


And while you may choose not to believe me, at least I ended 
up telling you a story! 


Alas, while the breed of storytelling marketers is fast getting 
replaced by number-chasing, profit-making, excel sheet 
enthusiasts, I write....to continue telling stories.... 


A misfit perhaps, in a rapidly format-driven, number 

crunching world.but a misfit who has successfully blended 

in....:) 
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GANDHI WAS A PRESSURE COOKER 

Gandhi was a pressure cooker 
It was new when it was discovered. 

Mixes everything with ease 
Whistling to state that we are one 
Show a hand of waiting 
Until patience come alive 

Gandhi was a housewife 

Made everything possible 
Did nothing impossible 
Cleaned, cooked, washed 
Peeped, sighed and smiled often 
Tried everyone in 
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Gandhi was a home maker. 



Vimeesh Maniyur: He is an established bi-lingual poet, 
novelist and translator from Kerala, in India. He has three 
volumes of poetry and a children's novel in his credit. He has 
also penned stories and dramas. His poems were translated 
into many of the Indian languages. He has bagged many 
prestigious awards such as Culcutta Malayali Samajam 
Endownment, Madras Kerala Samajam, Muttathu Varkki 
Katha Puraskaram etc. for young writers in Kerala. Email: 
vimeeshmaniyu r@gmail.com 

Address: Vimeesh Maniyur, Maniyur Post, Kozhikode, Kerala, 
India 673523. Mobile: 919349658538 
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DREAMING SHADOWS 

As the dim lights 
danced through those 
old tears, 

which were weaved into 
languages that understood 
you and only you, 
she greeted those 
inked pages with 
tremors of heavy fingers, 
distant music of familiar cutlery, 
emotions from an unknown past, 
eyes that never closed, 
love that always lived 
and some poetry. 
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Vasanthi Swetha: She is a 2nd year Economics student who is 
extremely passionate about the art of poetry, dance, reading 
and dreaming, and she believes that every poem that she 
writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 
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A brave set of dos and don'ts 
For us newly 'lovers turned friends' 

We signed on the imagined dotted line 

Only to delude ourselves 

For every chance encounter thereafter became 

A throwback to our past 

Every 'hello' 

Pregnant with foreplay 
Every 'goodbye' 

Lacerated the skin 
When all words failed 
We were still visible somewhere 
In each other's pauses 
How blinded were we 


Not to see 
That you and me 


32 







Would forever be... 


Unfinished business. 



Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative possibilities 
beyond the ordinary. She has done her masters in History 
from Lady Shri Ram College and her Diplome from the 
Alliance Frangaise de Delhi. 

She is a French teacher in a couple of schools and private 
institutes and also translates for various publishing houses 
and corporates. An active member of various quiz clubs 
across Delhi-she has a soft corner for Kolkata where she 
spent her childhood. Her various passions include singing, 
playing the piano, composing music and participating in local 
antakshari competitions. She describes herself as a 
dreamer...a wanderer and a certified incurable romantic...the 
romantic moorings worsened with all her fancy French 
studies. Poetry for her is her stress buster -her flight of fancy- 
and strangely - what keeps her rooted too. 
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THE FABRIC OF LIFE 


The canvas loomed a pristine white 
Encouraging me to be brave. 

I dared a stroke, 

And then three more. 

A brilliant color; fully purple and bold 
A blue line went along, just to be sure. 

A dash of red, a vein ran through, 

Soon overdrawn 
By a line of mauve. 

An apology of course. 

Ah Ha, what is this? 

A smudge? 

Must be my overbearing sleeve... 

And soon enough a silver dust spread it's sheen 
It was not a bad piece of art after all. 
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Just imagine if I had left it white, 

Would these colors have seen the light ? 
Would I have known the worth of the canvas? 
That tells me today what I went through. 

It forms the fabric of my life. 



Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of the 
universe, in the power of positive energy, in the power of 
words, in the power of good intentions. She has two children 
both of good literary prowess, both creative in their own 
way. 
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It is the season when whenever one takes a stand one is 
questioned Where were you when.? 

I have decided to answer the question once and for all. 

When the East India Company enslaved Us. When they gave 
Beef and Pork fat greased bullets to Indian Sepoys. When 
they blew up Freedom Fighters with Cannons. When 
Jalianwala Bagh Massacre Flappened. When the Mopla's 
massacred Hindus. When Bhagat Singh was Flanged. When 
millions lost homes and lives during the partition genocide? 

I wasn't even in anyone's imagination. 

During Emergency? I had just passed Std.X. 

During 1984: Unemployed. 

When KPs were driven out of their homes: Struggling to raise 
a family. 

I hope this answers all the questions thrown at me when I 
raise my voice on current issues. 

To Whom It May Concern. 
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Tushar Arun Gandhi: Who audaciously thinks that a typing 
software on his smartphone makes him a writer. Invisible ink 
should have been invented for me. 

Since I am a Gandhi, my book, 'Let's Kill Gandhi!' got 
published in 2007. Have been struggling to write a biography 
of Us Gandhis for the past few years. A few more stories 
struggling to emerge from my atrophied mind. The word 
mediocre was invented for me. I believe I am funny, wish 
people would too. My life's report card is written in red ink. 
My saviour is the legacy I have inherited. I am because of my 
Great Grandfather. 
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not a thought, 

But a feeling 

Like a crazy guy inside, 

Telling me things 

I sit in stillness, 

allowing myself to hear 

it was loud and clear, 

like never before 

just by seeing you my girl, 

i knew WE are expecting 



Thileepan Manikumar: He is a HR professional, currently 
resides in Trichy with his wife Cathy and an arrogant cat, 
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Sling. He is sincere, friendly, curious, ambitious, and an 
occasional liar. He is a man with a dream. A very simple 
dream, mostly including bikes and beers. But a dream 
nonetheless. 
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CHENNAI FLOODS 2015 

The rains brought cheer 
Summer relief and schools on leave. 

But when the floods rolled in, oh God no! 
Too much, too much... 

Will someone shut tight the tap please? 

The water levels rose 

And I mourned for the people 

in flooded shanties... 

Then the flood entered my villa home; 

I watched paralysed, mind frozen. 

The level rose quickly 
By evening four feet deep. 

I watched my furniture rise 
And float tilted in muddy water; 
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Struggled to drag out an inverter 

Smoking, dying a painfully drawn-out wailing death; 

Grappled with my large fridge 

But it insisted on floating on its back... 

We retreated to the first floor 
Cooked there, ate and slept, 

Wondering whether the flood would find us by morning... 
But the water receded 

In three days of tacking snakes and centipedes. 

Heaving a sigh of relief 

Called the cleaners and relaxed that eve. 

My trial, I found, wasn't at an end; 

It rained all that night... 

Next morning I watched the water 

Flood in though the drains 

Seep in between the marble flooring slabs... 
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Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of 
Adlsh Photo Art. She has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from 
Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves writing both poetry 
and prose. She resides in the southern end of Chennai with 
her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. Find her blog at: 
https://zippythoughts.wordpress.com/ 
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STORY OF UNTOUCHABLE KING 

Titled as king (Raja) at the same time untouchable (Dorn) 

People shivify them if touched by our shadow 

All their life they despise us for being lowly-born 

But being guard of the place between finite and infinite 

(Varanasi) 

Ironically they come to us in search of redemption on 

judgment day!!! 



VARANASI 

This city is special as it balances itself on trident of Shiva 

Mother Ganga is its soulmate, since the time it arrived on 

earth 
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Its folklore essays the story of the truest Raja Harish Chandra 

Its numerous Ghats engulf in herself the cultural heritage of 

entire nation 

Be it the ostentatious evening Arti of Dasaswamedh 

Be it the ceaseless pouring of relatives with corpus 

To be burnt at the gate of paradise with eternal fire at 

Manikarnika 

In hope of coming out of the cycle of life & Death 

Similarly each Ghat has its own exclusive historical 

background 

The naturalness of everything here is appallingly attractive 

Its air has something delirious mixed in it 

People seem to be ecstatic with or without the influence of 

herb 

Its small alley filled with music of legendries Ravi Shankar & 

Bismillah Khan.... 

Make it truly the choicest abode of Shiva!!!! 
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Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less traveled and being 
myself. 
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(pic by Shreekumar Varma) 

i will not sleep until the dream, 

just will not weep again until the stream 

of moist sighs can take me, flowing, to another shore 

of fresh belonging, song and longing like it used to be 
before... 



(pic by Shreekumar Varma) 

SKY'S TRAGEDY 

he watches and watches, burning 
in love and pique by day 
and crying in the dark. 
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birds and airplanes reach up to comfort 
but they too are aliens with their earth lives. 


the earth has her seasons, changing 
preferences every quarter; there's no life together 
when you live in the air, and she's down to earth. 



(pic by Shreekumar Varma) 

"reaching out in floodwaters for these swift-flowing flowers, 
you pick a few; the rest remain for whoever's looking..." 



Shreekumar Varma: He is an Indian author, playwright, 
newspaper columnist and poet. He received the R. K. 
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Narayan Award for Excellence in Writing in English in 2015. 
He is known for the novels Lament of Mohini, Maria's Room, 
Devil's Garden: Tales Of Pappudom, The Magic Store of Nu- 
Cham-Vu and the historical book for children, Pazhassi Raja: 
The Royal Rebel Born as HH Prince Punartham Thirunal of the 
Travancore Royal Family, he is the great great grandson of 
the artist Raja Ravi Varma and grandson of Regent Maharani 
Sethu Lakshmi Bayi, the last ruling Maharani of Travancore. 
He is married to Geeta Varma (poet, teacher and columnist) 
and has two children, Vinayak and Karthik. 
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THE WINDS OF FATE 

Oblivion, time abound 
Reaching from the very ground 
Of serenity from the abyss 
Kindly fate,is it your surmise 
That the soul rests within 
Rememberances notwithstanding 
Heavy bouts of memories 
Testing periods of phases 
Deep, dark within 
The cloud of timelessness 
That obviates measures of stillness 
A period where hopes clinging 
When fear is cringing 
Bordering on the very 
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Edges of the framework of fate 
Fate, is it real 
Or a ruptured fake 
Of timelessness that is at stake 
Amid the myriad hues of Mankind 
A divinity that arises from within 
Tackling the hugeness of stillness 
The universality of wakefulness 
Yes, numbness slowly expanding 
Surely, but deftly into the striking 
Chord of truth and falsetto 
Mankind, never sinking into the 
Abyss of fear and bravado 



Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, she did her 
schooling in Mumbai and Chennai. Shobha was highly 
influenced by her maternal grandfather who was a 
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distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha had a keen interest in 
languages, be it prose or poetry, from her school days. She 
completed B.A. and M.A. in English Literature as also B.Ed. 
She has also worked as a teacher in schools for some time. 
Shobha's father, K. Ramakrishna Warrier, is a distinguished 
writer in Malayalam, and recipient of the Sahitya Akademi 
award for his contribution in Sanskrit. Shobha is married to 
an engineer and has one daughter. 
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NOW WOMEN WILL NOT PEEP FROM THE WINDOW 

(Translation of Urmila Jain's 'Aurat Khidhki Se Jhankegi Nahi') 

Now women will not peep from the window, 
but open it widely. 

Unlocking the doors, 
they will come outside. 

She will not only see, 
sun, cloud & sky. 

But she'll bask in sun, 
wipes clouds, 
and measure the sky. 

She'll not only feel them, 
but nourish them within herself, 
experience them in day-time 
and not only in dreams... 

Because her search has been completed 
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now in front of her window, 

there's plenty of flowers bloomed in a line. 



Shamenaz: I am Shamenaz, a PhD in English from University 
of Allahabad with specialization on Sub-continent Women 
Writers and a teaching experience of 12 years. I resides in 
Allahabad which is my birthplace and a city very close to my 
heart. I have a passion for reading and writing which is above 
all anything for me and recently I have develop an interest in 
poetry and have published many poems in E-journals & 
magazines in India. I am a great nature lover and love to 
write poetry based on it but I also like to write on various 
issue relating our everyday lives. I have presented papers in 
Seminars/Conferences all over India and have published 
papers in many refereed journals in India and abroad. I am in 
the Editorial board of journals: Literary Miscellany, CLOJ ( 
Cyber Literature, Research Access, Expression, The Context & 
IJRHS ( Jordan). I am the Guest Editor of 'The Context' 
Volume 2, issue 3. I have served as a Chairperson of Women 
Cell of my College, AIET & Cultural Incharge, AIET since 5 
years. I am a freelancer, who writes reviews, articles & blogs. 
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ON THE HORNS OF DILEMMA 

We've become cool, 

Cool for Pain, cool for pleasure 
Neither we exhilarate in joys 
Nor evaporate in sorrow, 

Neither we mould ourself according to 
The definition of the world 
Nor we cut off ourselves from it 
We are on the horns of dilemma 
Thinking for nothing at all 
Imagining for Naught 
We hope for the Brightest dawn 
But it comes wrapped in yellow 
Sluggishness, 

And folded in fog light of Sullenness. 
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OPEN NACKEDNESS 

Now we feel no shame 
In being Naked. 

We have put off all the 
Clothes of Culture, Thoughtfulness 
And Trivials and trifles. 

We feel no wonder 
In showing our trueself- 
Which is nothing but a 
Farse and false. 

We have absolutely 
Given away our soul 
To the buyers of Body. 

We've purchased 
Everlasting foolishness-to 
Foster our Being of imitation. 
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We are Xerox copies of the 
Falsity and the unripped in US. 



Shaleen Kumar Singh: He is a poet, critic, reviewer, translator 
and editor. He has several research papers, articles, poems 
and reviews published in esteemed journals, magazines and 
news papers of India and abroad. He has edited several 
books on criticism. At present, he is editing the ezine 
www.creativesaplings.com. He is Assistant Professor and 
Head, Department of English at S. S. PG College, 
Shahjahanpur (U.P.) 
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IN 

Honey in nectar 

Tulips in beauty 

In the inside 

Magma in fury 

Fury in nature 

Concentric trick 

Existence in a dot 

The dot on a black sea 

Black sea in an ocean 

Breathing in existence 

Existing in a second 

A second in Time 

Mortality in reality 

The reality in imagination 

The imagination in the truth 
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The truth in nothing 



Samantak Bhadra: He is currently pursuing his MBA degree, 
he hails from Kolkata and has worked in the IT industry for 
two and a half years in Bangalore. Besides that, he is a writer, 
a musician, a public speaking trainer, an entrepreneur and 
an ex-journalist. His writings have been published in journals 
and anthologies from countries like the USA, Canada, India, 
Romania, France and Ireland. He has also worked on 
conceptualizing and co-hosting a monthly poetry show in 
Bangalore called Let Poetry Be. Some of his writings can be 
accessed at www.samantakbhadra.com 
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A BARE TRUTH 

I am in the present perfect 
Where I have always been 
And finally reaching 
Something of my own 
Which makes tomorrow 
A day worth following! 

As I ride with the orange glow 
Of an enterprising ideal 
That is too ardent and 
Possessive to let go! 

I may be unknown 

And sometimes feeling alone 

But the real one is already 
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Apart from here and has become 

Part of the world I am striving for! 

Now, separating 

The many halves of me 

And sorting them all 

Into the infinite good or bad, 

I am most likely to succeed! 
Clearly realizing now 
That the cause is the ideal 
Which it is also the principle 
And the tempter's key 
That unlocks or fastens 
The door of immortality! 



Romeo Della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents 
and coming to America very young with a goal, mainly, to 
succeed in life and be happy. As a citizen of the world, there 
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is not race, color, or religious beliefs that would stop me from 
searching for happiness...I have become through times 
passed that I am a man with a Vision and a clear mission: 'To 
spread my message of Love an Peace throughout the World 
and if my poetry can touch a single soul in the World, then I 
would gladly die leaving my clear footprints behind! 

www.romeodellavalle.com 
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DO I KNOW YOU? 

For Sahana 
Do I know you? 

You seem very memorable 
Your face is like a terrain 
succumbed to torrential rains. 
Are you a refugee 
Ousted from the land 
Where love is prohibited? 

Wait, you are the one prowling 
in those curfewed streets 
during small hours of the night. 
Or you are the one selling 
Cheap progressive literature 
for second hand on streets. 

Did we work together at press 
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that publishes revolutionary journals? 
Oh! you publish an anthology of poetry 
titled- "clandestine discourses", no? 
Your eyes, they can wake souls 
in forbidden forests, 

they remind me of all lovers I slept with- 
Tell me, at once- are you the one 
plotting to make way for spring 
to barge in? 



Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published in 
various online magazines, including Muse India, The Four 
Quarterly, Istanbul Review, Kritya, New Mirage Journal and 
print magazines like Kavya English, which was applauded and 
complimented by various senior poets. Currently, he is 
working on his first book of poems, which will be published 
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shortly and an online magazine that deals with progressive 
poetry and translations from various Indian languages. 


64 



WHY DO I LUST YOU? 

Why do I lust you? 

Is it because of 
Your predatory eyes, 

Your delectable lips, 

Your succulent breasts. 

Your luscious hips, 

Your wet and ravenous mouth? 

No. 

I lust you 
Because - 
You always 
Make me feel 
Your need 
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Is greater 
Than mine. 



Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, almost 
as many awards and translations into several Indian and 
foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he is 
working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel Plant. 
He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his website is 
www.ramendra.in 
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WORLD IS BORN 

hearts pressed against november. 

sunlight whiffled down, 

Wednesday whispered you 

like a secret garden 

a world is born. 

like a whitened winter 

sifting from dreams 

seven pounds two ounces, 

tiny and divine 

your face is every star. 

the moon has sunk in your eyes, 

your fists are verses unopened - 

there are rainbows in your voice 

my river of reveries. 
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in your smile spring days are steeped, 
in puddles of your name 
every sorrow dissolves - 
amazed at the wonder of you 
my words become a wasteland 



Rajesh Jethwani: He was born in Madras and has done his BA 
in economics. He now takes care of his family business and 
has his own online store. His love for tea resulted in a 
beautiful tea house he now runs along with his best friends. 
He loves train journeys, photography, eating out and playing 
cricket. He loves writing and reading love poems. His poem 
was first published last year in South Africa. 
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WHAT CAN BE GREATER 

Sorrow in its dull attire retraces 
Its musty past ruminating its 
Quorum of steeped memory. 
Yields are bewildering numerous. 
Queries are wholesome new. 

What can be more hurting 
Than the ruinous ignorance 
Clubbed with the messy dark. 
Sidelining you the victim, 

For its romping prosperity? 

What can be more gnawing 
to know than the Growth 
due in you is stunted by a 
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Diabolic lot of vixen fox. 


Nothing short of throwing axe. 

Childish wonder though, at times, 
beneath the rough exterior of groundnut. 
Nothing solid stays or pops out 
A healthy nut to consume. 

Why this sad terrain to mourn? 


What can be more consoling 
To know than realization stemming 
From your plethora of experiences, 

That none can be ruthless insidious 
When He The Supreme solid by your stand. 



S. Radhamani: She was born in Madras, did B.A.English 
,obtained M.A.English from Venkateswara University, 
Tirupati, did her doctoral thesis on W.H.Auden's Plays, 
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subsequently obtained PGDTE from CIEFL (Hyderabad). A 
Professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience in a 
post-graduate and research institution, published four books 
of poems and one book of short story, widely published and 
anthologized, guided M.phil research scholars and PhD 
candidates, and a reviewer and critic. Also published poems 
and short stories in many websites, presented papers in 
National and International conferences. 
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I come at last to a wanderer's grave, 

My sexton is the vulture's jaw; 

He'll bury me by the wanderer's law 
In open field or cloistered ca 

The buzzing flies will make up my shroud, 
As the wind howls my death lament. 

While I convulse through my last torment. 
They chant my rites clear and loud. 

The vagrant at last shall come to stay, 

In the maggot's fattening zest. 

May I think I've found eternal rest 
As my tissues ferment away? 
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But for peace I shall pray in vain, 

For my bones roll on upon the plain. 



Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He moonlights as an award¬ 
winning copywriter by day and daylights as an award-wanting 
poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology course, 
running two literary clubs, astronomy, the occasional trek, 
some peer counselling for suicide prevention, and learning 
languages in between. He thinks he is funny, but his friends 
vehemently disagree. 

Facebook: 

https://www.facebook.com/raameshgowriraghavan 
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MANGO 


When I die, will you come with me? 

I asked my mango tree. 

She pondered for a while and replied wisely: 

When I was a sapling, 

You were not even a little sperm 
Nor were your forefathers. 

This house and this town 
Were not even concepts. 

I will go with you when the squirrels do so, 

And these restless birds in my branches, 

And the jagged piece of stone you see in my shade 
Which was once a Goddess. 
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Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English translations 
of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest (from Malayalam) 
and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil Poetry) and 
for Anthologies of Dalit literature published by OUP and 
Penguin India. Published poems in magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He is one of the five contributing poets to the 
anthology, "A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes' 7 (five voices 
seventy poems). E-mail: shankeran@gmail.com 

Blog: bonoboland.wordpress.com 
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(pic by Jeremy Thompson) 

I'M A NOWHERE-IAN 

Musaafir hoon yaaron 
Na ghar hai na thikaana 
Mujhe chalte jana hai 
Bas chalte jaana.... 

My father loved this song, he often hummed it under his 
breath and much of his life he lived it too; feeling like a 
foreigner in his own land. He never laid any claims on where 
he came from, where he was or where he was going. He was 
just there, in the knowledge that nothing is ever the same 
forever. 


There's not a day that goes by when I don't miss him or think 
of him, but there are days like these when you're consumed 
by longing and all you want to do is hide. He would often say 
"crawl if you must but don't give up, cause the only way out 
of difficult days is through them." 
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But how does one crawl through infinity? A lifetime of 
absence? I guess the answer lies in the song he hummed to 
himself, for he too swam in the same waters; lived a life of 
longing, absence deprived of belonging. Even in the end, he 
was all alone, allowing the days, night and the road to guide 
him. 

Last night, the third time in 16 years, I dreamt of him. Calm 
and serene as always, he smiled and said "I'm from nowhere" 
and we walked like we did when I was little, walked 
endlessly, allowing the road to guide us. 

Here's to the man who still means the world to me, to the 
road, to love and longing. 



Priyesha Lobinha Cdo: I am a creature of the dark, like a 
firefly. People of light, who have never been brave enough to 
face it don’t understand it and hence despise it. Does light 
not blind you as much as darkness does? The fireflies know 
better, they owe it to the night, it's what makes them so 
beautiful. 
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THE BOOK OF IMAGINARY CONFLICT 

it was just something lying around, 

in a lonely office building on a Sunday afternoon 

it told the story of a boy 

who stole away the souls of life. 

the author was languid, careless even 
sometimes to the extent 
that I wondered how it was published like this 
But, I read away, postponing work. 

the boy in the story loved his work, 
he did not seem to know 
the difference between an honest job 
and stealing lives. 
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There were sketchy jokes, attempts at quirk 
that did not work or were just absurd, 
the boy did grow; really fast, time flew, 
a relentless, unforgiving man. 

i looked around, saw my colleagues go home, 
smiled, waved, talked big and small, 
holding, twisting, stroking the book in my hand, 
my files were rendering, i had to wait. 

then it happened, but only it did not, 

I just hadn't seen it, I could not, 
because it wasn't masked by metaphor, 
it was just bad writing, bad expression. 

the man now found someone, 

who gave away life, the very essence, 

as he would steal it, only without his crudity. 

But, he is unquestioning, relentless, like in his job. 
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He really does recognise it, life, like he always did. 
I really forgave the author for all his inanity. 

For what is love, even if it's stolen, 
if it can be taken but not received. 



Prasanna H: I have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. I 
live across the street from where I was born. I have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
college mates, office mates, home boys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When I am not hanging out, I read, watch movies, 
start things I won't complete, listen to music, be angry, 
frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 
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A CHILD'S DREAM 

Here I sit on the step by the lane 
And I wonder if I'll ever be 
Where my dreams take me to 
When asleep in my bed 
And my mind is allowed to roam free 

And here I sit on the step by the lane 
And I look across to the bay 
Where old sailing ships 
With their cargoes aboard 
Are bound for lands far away 

And here I sit on the step by the lane 
And I close my eyes once more 
And I try to dream 


81 








Of where I could be 


If I was older than Four 



Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became 
a professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has two sons and a daughter and 3 grandsons. 
He has written a number of technical papers, which were 
published internationally, before turning attention to writing 
poetry, short stories and a children's novel. He also founded 
The Young Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin 
Child," which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble 
and at www.elfinchild.com 

In December 2013, he was diagnosed with terminal Motor 
Neuron Disease. He spent the last years of his life 
concentrating on raising awareness regarding the disease. 
Philip G. Bell passed away on October 8, 2015. 
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CHENNAI FLOODS 

I can't shed tears for Chennai 
That would cause more floods 
Let me send you Sunshine 
Warmth and some cooked food. 
Holocausts, hurricanes, tornados, 
We Cry after it happens 
Are we prepared for happenings? 
Even a minor catastrophe 
We are not planning, 

Life seems to be smooth 
Until some Disaster strikes us. 

Rains, Tsunami, earthquakes 
Harshly remind us 
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You are just a speck in the Universe. 



Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed.Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 
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GYPSY FORTUNE TELLER 



There is this essence I seek, 
Brilliance and goodness 
Hidden between 
What one portrays to be 
And what one longs for, 

An oasis alive and sparkling 
In this parched parched world 
To replenish myself 
As a gypsy fortune teller. 

Then he sought a message 
To aid him in his journey 
And I found the essence 
I was looking for 
And my heart didn't want to be 
A gypsy anymore. 
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My words created 
A gentle ripple in his oasis 
(Which none cared for otherwise) 
Much valued to evade stagnancy 
And our hearts found homes 
We were gypsies no more. 



I am feeling low and inadequate 
And everything that is mine 
Seems schlocky and middling. 

I long to be with someone like you 
And I wonder why... 

I realise that when we meet 
You'll smile your hearty smile 
Look at me as if I were great. 

I need to see myself 

Through your eyes now 

And my life would be perfect again. 
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Then I feel small again 
As my misery seeks your 
Respect and love 
Selfishly and secretly 
When I am vulnerable 
Unwilling to be judged 
And in need of kindness 
But I take my highs to those 
Whose acquaintance 
Makes me appear an achiever 
To the world 

(I'd loathe and look down on you then) 



I feel like writing a poem 
For the sheer joy of creating 
Yet stirring lines fail me 
For the quill tonight 
Is my restless will. 
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The muse leaves me limp 
She puppeteers not 



Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession and 
I see every day it is hard to be honest in a brutal world that 
demands the best fagade even at the cost of one's inner well¬ 
being. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting 
secret battles and we are not the only ones in pain. I love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my writing 
more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings are 
conflicts and triumphs of the same. I thank each and every 
one who has encouraged me to better my expression. 
Gratitude for reading! 
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AS GENTLE AS A DOVE! 

If you can give into thoughts without fighting, 
or would listen to the words of wisdom without pride; 

If you can smile without faking, or laugh without aching, 
and can be content because you want to and not have to; 
If you can be reasonable while trying to reason, 
or be considerate when things don't go as you expected; 

If you can forget to fault friends when they have earned it 
or would remember to forgive when they don't deserve it; 
If you can accept people for their industrious nature, 
and not take it as arrogance or a competition; 

If you can be objective about constructive criticism, 
and not have a defensive nature; 

If you honestly wouldn't condemn anyone 
that's not who you are, or have become; 

If you wouldn't worry about what you'll eat, 
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and wouldn't curse when you have nothing to eat; 

Then, dear human; 

you are almost as good as a dove! 

Peace is Possible, 

if only everyone could be as gentle as a dove. 



Oluwatosin Olabode: He who goes by the pen-name 
'Double_ST' is a Nigerian, a Christian, an idealist, a futurist 
and a lover of art. He is a speaker, spokenword Poet and a 
blogger. Though a graduate of Biochemistry, he enjoys 
writing with a passion. 
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THE SEASONS OF LIFE 

A new life begins - the bloom of youth 
Buds blossoming and birds singing 
Protected and safe in spring's gentle arms. 

Filled with joyous times and mutinous strife 
A time to grow and mature for harvest 
Summer always reigns supreme. 

Memories begin to fade and hair turns grey 
The leaves all fall and frost sets in, Oh so cold 
As autumn tightens its steely hold. 

Journeying into the light watching destiny unfold 
A pristine sheet of white carpets the ground 
In winter's eternal cold embrace. 
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Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Integrated Immunology 
from the University of Oxford who likes reading books and 
travelling. She is an accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer and 
has given many performances. She loves any form of creative 
writing (especially poems) and writes them whenever she 
can. 
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WHERE THOUGHTS FLOW FROM 

Untitled, my poems run into hundreds 
I give them an hour each 
Of attention 
Of affection 

Then throw them away, or light them on fire, from my cheap 
cigarette lighter 

Like people do, to the whores they buy 
When their homes get too lonely. 

The poems, could've spanned a city 
If painted over the pavements 
Or covered my entire room 
If I stuck them on my walls. 

But my walls are bare now, 

Like my dreams, only a menagerie of black and white, and 
sometimes, a little grey. 
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And fireflies avoid sitting on them 
From fear of being spotted 
Too easily, by hungry predators 
Flicking their soft pink tongues 
In anticipation of satisfaction. 



Nilesh Mondal: Fie is 22, believes everyone deserves closure, 
and poetry. Lots of poetry, in fact. 

So he writes. 
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Woman is good at patch works. 

Frills, long skirts, mirrors, 
needle and thread 
virgin colours, dreams ... 

Oh yes, she is good at patch works 
like Nu Guo who patched up the sky. 
Patch up, patch up 
broken smiles and relationships. 
Keep smiling; some may say 
"Smile distorts your (acrying) face", 
and some say, "this rainbow smile 
hails life". But smile, patch up 
and sew up the whole universe. 
You're the needle 
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and you're the thread. 

You're the sorrow 
and you, the antidote. 

You're love, you're lust 
you, the renunciation 
you, the redemption 
you, the decadence 
you, the omnipotent. 

You look graceful 
in this patched, frilled outfit; 
you are pied and pretty 
you've the proud possession 
of a leaking, patched heart¬ 
broken, stitched and patched 
time and again. 

You rummage for a piece of life 
in the dried- up eyes 
across the emptied, distant horizon 
like a fallen martyr. 

You extinguish all lights 
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grope in the dark. 

Still you manage with a struggling flicker. 

You know 

the deeper oceans inside you 
are still intact 
and frozen. 

You bring back life on your 
feeble shoulders 

you know how and when to patch up. 

Two title eyes searching for life 
two curious ears listening to the soul's music 
two tireless legs running after forlorn hopes: 
what do you gain ? 

It's tough 
very tough 

for the caged birds to fly 

for they seem to forget the art of flying. 

But you find the remnants from the garbage 

defeat hunger, thirst, fear 

your dried up breasts ooze milk again. 


97 


Woman is good at patch works. 
Frills, long skirts, mirrors 
needles and thread 


virgin colours, dreams ... 


(In celebration of womanhood) 



Nandini Sahu: She is an Associate Professor of English in 
IGNOU, New Delhi, India. She is a poet, creative writer and 
literary critic; is the author/editor of eleven books, and has 
several research papers published in India, U.S.A., U.K. and 
Pakistan. Her areas of research interest cover New 
Literatures, Critical Theory, Folklore and Culture Studies, 
Children's Literature, American Literature and ELT. She is the 
Chief Editor of two bi-annual refereed journals, 
Interdisciplinary Journal of Literature and Language(IJLL) and 
Panorama Literaria(PL). 


www.kavinandini.blogspot.in 
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THE HUMAN RACE 



We, who have conquered the skies, 

We, who have travelled in space, 

We, who have captured the ocean deep 
We are the Human Race! 

We can create absolute beauty 
In music, and art, and sculpture! 

We can explore our vast intellect 
In technology, science and literature! 

But in hurting, murder, and destruction 
we waste this wonderful wealth! 

Instead of hearts of love and compassion, 
We send each other to death! 



99 




Minnie Tensingh: I think I have been writing from the age of 
10, contributing to the school and college magazines. Several 
prizes for creative writing and poetry competitions have 
encouraged me to keep at it. Reading is my passion and often 
distracts me from writing. 

Currently I am on the verge of bringing out a story book 
targeting children in their pre and early teens to encourage 
reading among children. 
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FANTASY 



After years of coffee table talk, 
strangers milling around us 
like soulless shadows — 

I feel like a museum 
visitor. 

No touching, tasting nor smelling. 
I'd love you unpackaged, 

But... 



UNEXPRESSED 

My mother and I had an uneasy truce. 

I watched in silence her seemingly empty rituals, 
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she sniffed but ignored tobacco aromas emanating from my 
shirts. 

Her eyes burned with curiosity and fear. 

I held her accusing gaze 
with a foolish bravado. 

Her smirk often cut deep. 



Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 

multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats 
- whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 
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THE DOWNSIDE OF BEAUTY AND TRUTH 

Beauty and Truth 

May not be in the eye of the beholder 
But neither are absolutes 
We live in a world of beauty 
Yet that truth will not stop 
A bullet 

Or bring a lifeless child 

Back to her mother 

The wonders of Beauty and truth 

Belong to artists 

Whom can afford to dream 

Because the rest of us 

Pay their bills. 

How wonderfully beautiful 
Is that truth. 
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Mark Antony Rossi: His poetry, criticism, fiction and 
photography have appeared in The Antigonish Review, 
Another Chicago Review, Bareback Magazine, Black Heart 
Review, Collages & Bricolages, Death Throes, Ethical 
Spectacle, Gravel, Flash Fiction, Japanophile, On The Rusk, 
Purple Patch, Scrivener Creative Review, Sentiment Literary 
Journal, The Sacrificial ,Wild Quarterly and Yellow Chair 
Review. 

http://markantonvrossi.iigsy.com 
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ABSOLUTE MADNESS !!!!! 


m 


Terra firma, Four wheels, moving fast, ZOOOM! 
Burning track, scorching tyres, on land, flying by. 
Whizzing scenes, nothing seen, keeping track. Racing! 

No looking back. Absolute madness! 


Foot in crevice, peeping projection, clenching hold. 
. dmext foot, next step, straight up, sheer climb. 


One miss. 


M 


1 


plete freedom, total flight, gravity beckons. 
No looking back. Absolute madness! 


wire, two poles. Thin wire. Ants can walk! 
- Dainty damsel, looking straight, going through. 

One miss, into soft waters, Niagra falls. 
No looking back. Absolute madness! 


... 3,2,1,0 - blastoff, tugging pulls, trapped ! 
Soaring high, leaving earth, smoking trail, stuck inside. 
Space is now real, reality yet gone, lost beyond. 
'HK*T No looking back. Absolute madness! 


m 




Free fall, total freedom, nothing felt, no Newton. 
Exhilaration, acceleration, swishing air, cool like hell?! 
At critical, pull cord, suspense, suspended in air, literally. 

No looking back. Absolute madness! 

Collecting thoughts, ornamental, pedestrian ? NO ! 
Every month, every day, poke and prod, minds so many. 

In time, in c-space, Glo's GLOMAG floats! 
No looking back. Absolute madness! 

Lakshminarayan N. 


V 


qecCn^lh 


J 



Lakshminarayan Nariangadu: Dr. Lakshmi, as he is called at 
GLORIOUSTIMES, is a Professor in Physics, retired from the 
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Madras Christian College. He has around 50 publications in 
Scientific Research Journals & Conferences. A few textbooks 
too. He also writes otherwise. When the mood sets in, the 
emotions tingle and words fall in place. In this space, he 
writes both in Tamil and in English. One of his spontaneous 
creations is included here. 
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THE INDIA OF THINE DREAMS 



The India of his dreams 
Where the clouds become the wings of sun 
Flying as dawn and dusk 
Where the birds chirp in chosen cages 
Of freedom even to be barred 
within the soul 
Where the stars light the sky 
Irrespective of the sponsored sparkles 
Where trees are planted 
Not to stop extinction 
But lead to overpopulation 
Such that freedom can breathe 
In the solace of green of the flag 
Where truth resides 
In every chapter of dieting thoughts 
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Skipping the meal of violence 
Where people vote and make difference 
In the falling kingdom of politics 
Swaying across the mean of thine ahimsa 
The country stands 



Krishnaveer Abhishek Challa: He works as an Assistant 
Professor of English at Gayatri Vidya Parishad Degree and PG 
College (Autonomous), Visakhapatnam, India and is the 
Secretary of Linguistics Research Society, and was the CEO of 
Tao Educare. He has authored 23 books and published 67 
Research articles, poetry and book reviews in reputed 
journals, edited volumes and seminar proceedings. He has 
presented his Research papers in numerous seminars and 
was the Resource Person for many workshops. 
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( 2 ) 


Psmith turned out to be an agreeable fellow, who believed in 
spreading sunshine hither and thither, as a poet whose name 
Jeeves knows said about someone the poet was undoubtedly 
familiar with. Psmith struck me as a very learned man who 
managed to say within the first few minutes of our meeting 
something about the redistribution of wealth and a vague 
economic theory called socialism, about which I was hearing 
for the first time. I must check on this with Jeeves sometime. 

As I stepped into Drones Club, a dandily dressed man with an 
outstanding monocle addressed me, "Mr Wooster?" 

Nodding my head and extending my hand, I said, "Mr Smith, I 
presume," as I did not know how to pronounce a silent P. 

"Yes, but with a silent P as in pterosaur and ptarmigan. Pretty 
odd we have not met so far because I too am a member of 
this club, though not a frequent visitor." 

I gave him a surprised look. 


109 




"You must be wondering why then I invited myself as your 
guest for lunch. Have you heard of socialism, Mr Wooster?" 

"I'm afraid I haven't." 

"The English aristocracy is yet to take kindly to socialism. I'll 
give you an example. Sometime back Eve Halliday, to whom I 
was engaged to be married due to an unfortunate 
misunderstanding, the details of which we need not go into 
now, was caught in a rain while walking from Hyde Park to 
Piccadilly Circus. She needed an umbrella and I did not have 
one. So I stole an umbrella and gave it to her. After she 
happily walked away under the protection provided by the 
umbrella, its owner caught me by my collar and flexed his 
rather intimidating biceps. It was socialism that saved me 
because I told him about the theory of redistribution of 
property and ran away as fast as I could, before he could 
recover from the enlightenment. This lunch is also an 
example of socialism at play because I'm completely broke 
and you have the stuff by the sackful, Comrade Wooster." 

"You could call me Bertie. We're fellow Etonians." I felt 
pleased about the casual way I put it across, concealing my 
discomfort with being addressed to as Comrade Wooster, 
which paints me as a cossack on page 397 of a Russian 
neorealist novel, when he decides to commit suicide after a 
long monologue about existential angst and dialectical 
materialism lasting 396 pages. 
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"Thanks, Bertie. And you could call me Smith without the 
silent P " 

I felt jolly well relieved to no little extent. It has been truly 
said of Bertram Wooster in the circles he frequents that he is 
a man who is justifiably proud of his impeccable 
pronunciation of English and French words (and a few Latin 
words picked up during his school days when he single 
handedly won a Scripture Prize without resorting to cheating 
as alleged by his school friend Gussie Fink-Nottle in a speech 
he made under the influence of alcohol while undergoing 
acute emotional upheaval caused by one of his pet newts 
suffering from indigestion), if the public generously ignore his 
blabbering during late night orgies at Drones Club. You can 
well imagine the acute discomfiture of such a stickler for 
accent being deficient in pronouncing silent Ps in a manner 
that would satisfy a connoisseur. 

~ to be continued... 



Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer. 


in 


who believes in "simple living, simple thinking", welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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A DOG'S DEATH 



A dog died this afternoon; since ages they have died 
No inquest, no investigation, or, wreaths laid 
Unsung, unlamented, but for few barking mongrels 
His funereal goodbye without much fuss or laurels. 

They say you are man's best friend, but that's a lie 
You are born to guard, give company, and a trophy be 
When the bark has no bite they discard you as old 
No way would they keep a mangy dog, heavens forbid. 

They say dogs don't deserve rites in a h'ble world 

A dog is but a dog it feels no heat or cold 

It can survive on waste and go to sleep whenever 

It can lie anywhere in sweltering heat, rain, or, wherever. 
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Why do you sleep during day and howl and bark at night? 
Why are your internecine battles always fought out of sight? 
"Bad Dog", "Mad Dog", "Sad Dog", "Dead Dog", they say 
Without a care for your feelings, respect, I say. 

Nocturnal beings, disturbers of sleep, watch dog 
Why did you die under the car's wheel, you poor sod? 

You could have died a better death, had you been abroad 
Here you are a "stray" into nobody's home allowed. 

I badly need a dog to take away my loneliness 
How could I have adopted you in my fecklessness? 

Dogs are expensive to buy and keep these days 
This I can't do unless I mend my errant ways. 

Goodbye dog, be well in dog's hell, goodbye forever! 

■ 

John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and 
blogger John P Matthew was born in the state of Kerala, 
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India. His first success as a writer was Penguin's world-wide 
short story contest "India Smiles" in which his short story 
"Flirting in Short Messages" was selected for publication in 
an anthology. 

His poem "Call of the Cuckoo" has been published by Poetry 
Rivals. He is working on his first novel and writing a book- 
length travelogue about his native state of Kerala. 
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THE WAY 



Your body speaks in a second language 
beyond beautiful. 

My words fall like roses at your feet. 

Quiero darte el mundo: 
from Venetian waterways 
to blood stained Detroit streets. 

Hopeless and hollow eyed I wish 
to crack open my bones to find the 
answer in the marrow of how do I 
tell you the way my love for you sways. 

Somewhere in the Atlantic, or somewhere 
further on, 
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presently, previously, years from now 
men trying to understand the shake 
of your hips & how you made California bow to 
your smile. 


I am left alone, 

but with all these words 

belonging to you. 


I keep going open endedly 
with dreams & intent 


of saying this to your face. 



Jeffrey Blaine: Writing under the name Jeffanity, I am from 
the North Atlantic. I write to try to understand the world and 
our complex relationship with it. 
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I paint life stroke by stroke 
link by link, chain by chain, till 
ink drops turn to blood 



A woman's fate, pearled salted tears 
lecherous leers, prying peers, 
no sagacious seers can change 



sparking droplets 
guest stars seated on the grass 
a glimpse, gone forever 
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Ethereal effervescence 


ambrosial bubbles briskly bursting 
drowning others down to oblivion 



Silver raindrops make- 
taste of grief, touch of pain, feel of sorrow 
-every curse, a blessing 



Irum Alvi, M.A. (Gold Medalist): She is a PhD presently 
working as Faculty in HEAS (English) Department, and 
Assistant Dean, Applied Sciences, Rajasthan Technical 
University, Kota. She is In-Charge, Professional 
Communication Skills and Faculty In-Charge, Training and 
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Placement Department and has organized several lectures 
and workshops for the students. She has a professional 
experience of more than ten years in Academics and Training 
in the areas of Professional Communication Skills and Soft 
Skills. She loves poetry and arts and drama. 
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MY DAUGHTER AND ME 

I've been dreading that dreaded moment with dread, 

When she'll accost me with that dreaded question; 

When that dreaded moment arrives, (I hope it never will), 

And when she hurls at me that dreaded question. 

Which is sure to make me stumble and stagger, 

And whip up a convulsion from the depth of my soul; 

Which is certain to drive all the blood out of my eyes and my 
face, 

And leave emaciated, my brain and my trembling mind at 
once. 

Which moment, let no loving father ever have to face, 

What will I tell her, how explain or make her understand? 

She is tender, innocent, just starting at the steps of life! 
Purity is her world, blemishless and serene. 
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Where truth is precious, and uprightness reigns supreme; 

How will I then tell her the treacherous truth about her 
mother? 

How will I explain that she dumped her daughter into my 
hands, 

Before going away on a new journey with a new husband? 

How will I ever utter the dastardly words to tell my little one, 

How I had doted on her mother, making her happiness mine; 

How I had walked endlessly carrying her weight upon my 
shoulders, 

Only stunned to see her wave me a heartless good bye? 

How will I explain the act that shames all motherhood, nay 
womanhood? 

How will I let the blot of suspicion tarnish this pristine mind? 


No, let me, for the first time, not tell her the truth; 

So her world does not crumble hopelessly around her; 

For the first time in my life let me concoct a lie, a helpful lie; 

My mind is now decided, the words are ready at my tongue; 

When my daughter then asks me that no more dreaded 
question, 
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"Father, where's my dear mother, I am old enough to know?" 

I shall quell my qualms to reply, 'Your dear mother is no 
more". 



Gulnar Raheem Khan: She is a post graduate in English, 
former officer of the Indian Bank, mother of two, and now, 
grandmother of three. She was the student editor of her 
college magazine. She has contributed to the Letters column 
of the Hindu, and the Arab News, and has written poems and 
articles for her Bank house journal. She cherishes her letter 
to the Arab News which won her the first prize in Topic of the 
Week contest, gul.fazl@gmail.com 
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REFLECTED 

Sitting still on a park bench. 
Watching the placid lake, 

I see the mountains and trees 

And sky and clouds 

And the serenity of my thoughts 

Reflected. 

Standing in front of a mirror, 
Watching myself there, 

I see the lines, the marks 

And moods and character 

And all that is at this time in my life 

Reflected. 

Standing in front of you, 

And looking into your eyes, 
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I see the music, the fire 
The dance and the ecstasy 
And all the pain and joy of my love 
Reflected. 



Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer residing currently in 
Chennai. She works as Quality Analyst for language. Not an 
Earthling by any stretch of the imagination, where breathing, 
writing, living and loving lose their personal identity and 
present as one, she comes from that world...sometimes 
letting her pen lead her, sometimes leading her pen...It's a 
Pied Piper's tune all the way! 
http://glorysasikala.wix.com/ebooks 
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TRAVELS WITH CHARLIE 


I will live 
Until I die 
And so will you 
I shall walk 

Through the Valley of the Shadow 
Of Death 
He shall prepare 
A table at which 
I will dine 

With mine enemies 
Stabbing them 
Tue Viking-style 
When the mead flows 
And they snort 
In their heroine 


126 







Like horses 


To the knackers' yard 
I shall travel the world 
By boat and plane and train 
And bus 

Careering through the Continent of Europe 

Hamburg, Amsterdam, Brussels sprouts on and on 

To Welsh leeks 

Swansea and Cardiff 

Glittering on the gull's back 

Nodding steady cranes 

In old industrial somnolence 

An industrial revolution 

Stopped in its tracks 

Flying back to a snowy, white 

Christmas Denmark 

Virginal in her whiteness 

Like unto a whited sepulcher 

With inside the bones of rotten corpses 

And yet bejeweled 
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In winter 


With ice droplets 

The prettiness of little men 

Sweeping streets 

Free of snow with hand machines 

Flurrying it up 

So high into the sky 

So beautiful 

Before the stench of drugs 
Rising up from 
Rockerborgs 



Geoffrey Jackson: Fie has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Flungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 
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Words, thoughts, desires, ideas ascend in a cloud, 

Teeming like soul mates in an invisible ether shroud, 

Filling every little ethereal slot sitting smug and proud, 

But each one distinctly unique, jostling in a thunder loud! 

To descend back to the ground each finding its space, 

Some as rivers, ponds, marshes, bogs, mist and haze, 

Giving themselves without much ado, not wanting praise, 

Where fields stretch, there farmer God ogles in a greedy 
gaze. 

Soon follows merchant God planning to get rich and stout, 
And media God rushes to have the last word, there to tout. 
Well, dons and leaders play Gods as they scream and shout, 
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Hungry souls wait in line, deifying tinsel Gods on silver 
screens no doubt!! 


Some become crickets sticking to tree barks in deep 
discussions, 

Compete with cascades drowning them mulling pet theories 
and notions, 

Creatures bizarre take avatars moonlighting, with lack of 
emotions, 

While poet Gods and artist Gods put truths across in magic 
potions. 


Some desperately seek Gods within, rolling beads in places 
remote, 

Self absorbed and complacent saying things they learnt by 
rote, 

The madman goes about blissful watching these scenes, fit to 
quote. 

And soldier God gives up his life dreaming of his land with slit 
throat! 


The ground soaks it all to drain such rains into seas that don't 
care, 
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Eagles soar dispassionately policing adventurer Gods who do 
to dare, 

And fingers spread stories that get embedded in Google 
God's lair, 


While a virtual God watches his favourite dream play, story 
beyond compare! 



Geethanjali Dilip: A Chennaiite at heart, she is a graduate 
from Ethiraj College and a postgraduate in French from 
Bangalore University. She is passionate about poetry, travel, 
teaching travel, gardening, interior decoration, and enjoying 
a deep spiritual connection with everything. She's been 
teaching French, freelance, in Salem for the past 34 years in 
schools and colleges, and at her centre, Zone Francofone, in 
Salem. Her family includes her husband, Dilip Narsimhan, 
daughter, Manasa, son-in-law, Ajay, granddaughter, Aarushi, 
and her parents. 
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Mother, 

Don't prepare, 

I know you do 

your tired eyes speak volumes 
and you drag your legs to walk 

I don't care and I do 
your presence matters 
that's all 

don't make me cry today 

I'll die a thousand times more 

here 

without you! 
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my krishna 
though blue 
is no stone - 
he came in the rain 
all covered and wet 
a gift, a packet of love. 

one gaze, there, 
in the temple, 
draws millions. 


like cattle, we move, 
for one small glimpse, 
getting pushed and shoved. 
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but he's no stone, 

I tell you. 

that one second is enough 
he's in your heart. 

but here, 
at home, 
he gives me time. 

I adore him, 

change his clothes, 

he sits on my lap, 

a baby, i give him fruit and honey, 

he smiles 

and behaves like a doll! 

I cuddle him 

but both there 
and here 
he talks to me 
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without words 


and tells me- 
it's time now, 
I 'm there 


my blue stone! 



Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. She is married to Shreekumar 
Varma (Writer and Novelist) and has two sons, Vinayak and 
Karthik and a daughter-in-law daughter Yamini. She lives in 
Neelankarai, Chennai. 
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THE RAVEN 

unapologetic, pride contained in a 

jaunty walk, deep dark colour, a spectre of 

morbidity confirms connection with the netherworld 

a ritualistic partner with power to transfer souls 

to the hereafter, harbinger of death, reviled, feared, 

scavenger from a close-knit community 

bound by strict codes of conduct 

devoted partners,loving parents, 

without appreciation for services rendered, 

negative tint along with raucous babble, 

an object to ridicule and cautiously fear, 

with wise eyes connected to sharp brain, 

fits in with grace in a multi-hued world of colours 
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Fehmida Zakeer: She has been published in journals and 
anthologies such as Out of Print Magazine, Asian Cha, Rose 
and Thorn Journal, The Bangalore Review, The Four Quarters 
Magazine, Quarterly Literary Review Singapore, Everyday 
Fiction, Kritya, Pangea: An Anthology of Stories from Around 
the World, Ripples: Short Stories by Indian Women Writers, 
and elsewhere. She is based in Chennai. 
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NOTHINGNESS 

Why can't you see that I am billions of years old? 

Or may be eternal, 

Why can't you see that clear behind my eyes? 

I want to deceive you, the real me, hidden behind the sheath, 

The network, woven so complex over this infinite number of 
years. 

The dark depth of the deepest ocean, the dark depth of 
billions of light years, 

In the complete silence, in the complete nowhere, the 
complexity grows. 

Untouched, unfathomed, unhindered, the intricate formula, 
Slowly and slowly, bit by bit, you can't even feel that, 

Ah, do not be so stupid, things never change so fast. 

The twenty first century life is nothing but an illusion, 

We progress into nothingness, at all time, at every moment. 
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Can't you see that you do not matter? 

We all matter nothing in this timeless universe. 

Where is time? Can you feel that? 

You can run behind, from now to eternity. 

Inside the deep space, inside nothingness, 

You can't find yourself anywhere, 

Because you do not matter at all, none of us matter. 

From big bang or no big bang, from nowhere, from time 
eternal, 

I am living in everything. 

There's nothing called me, it's all part of a big design, 

A design by itself, set off by nothing, in no time. 

Something which is perpetual, something which will never 
end. 

You can never assign a meaning to it, what does it all mean? 

There is no meaning, there could never be any meaning, 
because it will never end. 
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Deep inside infinity, deep inside the deepest space, where it 
all disappear, 

Our time, our attempt to catch and live a lifetime is nothing, 
not even a bit, 

Because you never really know whether you exist at all, 

The flesh and the blood, the mind and the matter, it all 
means nothing, 

Nothing at all. 


The complexity or the simplicity is humongous, 
immeasurable, grows into eternity. 

In the silence of nothingness, 

I grow into billions of years or grow into an infinite zero. 
Where are we? When are we? What are we? 


Into the infinite silence, nothing but eternity, lost into 
nothingness. 



Dipankar Sarkar: He is on a continuous journey to discover 
himself and the mystery called life. He remains an eternal 
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optimist with a never-ending zeal, in spite of the many 
battles that he has lost and few that he has won. 
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THE MIRROR 

She stepped out of the bath wrapped in the extra-large hotel 
towel 

And caught herself unawares in the full-length mirror. 

Startled, she was now curious, drawn to the mirror. It was as 
if she wanted to see 

What this person was like, the one who had startled her. 

The woman in the mirror had short hair, 

Wet and flattened out of shape by an extra-long shower. 
Pixie-style, she told herself. The eyes were large and dark 
With stories to fill many novels. Upturned nose. 

A large mouth. The woman in the mirror smiled 

A shy, self-conscious smile at first 

And then pouted, turning her face, left and right, 

Showing off the angular jawline. Jaw-dropping, she chuckled. 


142 




A cold drop of water ventured down her neck 

And found its way to her midriff. She shivered. And stared, 

As the woman in the mirror dropped the extra-large hotel 
towel. 

Buxom, busty, curvaceous, well-endowed. 

Perky, pert, bouncy, firm, mountains of delight. 

Sweet fruits of ecstasy. Even the twin peaks of a logo, 
promising 

Fast food and slow comfort. And the telling lingo heard at a 
premier business school - 

Upper deck, Well-stacked. 

Woman's breasts, 

Man's words. 

What would a man say if he saw what she saw now? 

The woman in the mirror didn't seem to care. 

She watched riveted as the woman in the mirror raised her 
hands 

And retraced the path of the brave little water drop 
Touching her cheeks, trailing down her neck, 

Lingering over the collar bone a while 
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Before cupping - tentatively at first and then with the 
assurance of possession - 

The criss-cross scars where her breasts once were. 



Deepa Duraiswamy: Deepa is chronically afflicted by what 
she terms the 'something else syndrome' - the condition of 
always wanting to be doing something else. So it's fortunate 
her interests span from languages to lampshades, from 
history to hyper-accelerating galaxies. She is an engineer and 
MBA, attempting to work towards a PhD in Saiva Agamas 
when not running behind her toddler. 
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Our discerning intellect 

knows no bounds 

It soars, it rebels 

It demolishes the walls 

that impedes our advancement 

It confronts and challenges 

stagnant mindsets 

it explores and unravels new frontiers 

We marvel at the pace 
of our intellectual evolution 
delving further and further 
into the inner mysteries 
of the universe 

probing deeper into all life forms 
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we discover new encounters 
we conquer space 
and frontiers unknown 
we reach! we advance! 
we climb! we rise! 
we strive! above lesser species 
we argue, our intellect 
our prowess to rationalize 
separates us from the beast 

we marvel, we boast 

of our propensity for science 

the powers we control and dominate 

we exploit the gift of knowledge 

so awesome, so stupendous 

so proudly superior 

yet! somewhere along the journey 

we've abandoned the lessons 

we've lost the way 

we cease to be human. 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers' Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 
He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 
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HIT HOME 

Going home ward, billowing home 
At the home straight 
Where all of us breathing mania 
I thought: 

"I'm privileged to see 
The union of sky and earth 
Because they lived 
At the edge of silence 
In front the tower" 

But, ghost town, ghost company 
Ghost of wo/man's presence/absence 
Is what makes life so intolerable? 
Exposure: 

Prostitutes and uniformed bad men 
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Turned me to dust 


Harness straps blades 
Crusher's bins and rations 
All going back to earth. 

Conversation and reclamation 
Gives me wild stretching sand 
Unmarked by wo/man 
Sensing to be home 

As aspiritual and honeyed homing pigeon 
Did to me to recognize my nature 
To clarify all my needs of a life 
Constructed around our openness 
And nakedness. 

I wanted aloneness, space peace 
And clarification of my needs 
Just hearing the honk of gooses saying: 
"We feel in Love 

With these pieces of sky and earth". 

Do You Look: 

They do the honor of the house 
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Putting the hoodoo on ideals and dreams 
So we "emptied ourselves". 

There's a Buddha in the garden 
Where the honkytonk of hooligans 
Dance around. 

I began to root in home 
Impatiently waiting 

For Chochette's entrance into the world 

By hook or by crook 

Where life and death fill all senses 

All forms 

All spaces. 

Here's yr name 
That contains me: 

The Holy of Holies of Love 
I say 

Teaching us about our human hood. 
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Daniel de Culla (1955): He is a writer, poet, and 
photographer. He is also a member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Director of 
the Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He's 
moving between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, 
Spain. 


151 



A SEAL 


A slick bobbing blackness above the sea, 

A seal's sleek smooth head proudly emerging, 

And its two black round eyes beholding me, 

Our two gazes into one converging. 

Ah strange creature, how could I understand. 

The world that is beating behind your eyes? 

How could I hold your wisdom in my hand? 

What wisdom have I that you might feel wise? 

You go back diving into your retreat, 

Where my eyes cannot follow, I go by 
The empty shoreline with plodding feet, 

And there are no more seals for me to spy. 

But there still swims deep the shore's vision rare, 
In my mind's eye still hunts that seal's sharp stare. 
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Christopher Villiers: I am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master's degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little poems! 
You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 
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SILENCE 

As tongues dont meet 
yet one has to speak 
two languages clash 
midair 

surprise both faces 

nobody to translate 

gestures work wonders 

fingers, hands, eyes, expression 

all work to speak 

thin wire of communication 

connects 

you ask - replied 

asked you reply 

used to throw words 
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interpret, explain 
exaggerate, beat about the bush 
this hits straight 
discovery hidden in you 
silence becomes a language 
one that all can speak. 



N.Chandramohan Naidu: Am a retired bank employee, now a 
freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part of 
the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. I am writing poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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KALI 

Dark skin red eyes 
Embers on coal 
Crackling 
Fire and blood 
You are not 

For those of genteel gods 

Naked like truth 
Wreath of severed heads 
Your only ornament 
Their blood warm your breast 
In the cool winter night 
Arms that sinned 
Now find deliverance 
As a skirt around your loins 
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Kali 


You know not modesty 
You are not 

For those of genteel gods 

Lusty tongue 

That has tasted blood 

Bitten 

Not for shame 

Only regret 

The feet that should 

Destroy the world 

Tricked to step 

On the chest of the destroyer 

Kali 

You know no mercy 
You are not 

For those of genteel Gods 

You are for one 
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Who can hold in her groin 
The violence 

That brought the universe 

Into existence 

Kali 

You are not 

For those of genteel Gods 
You are for me. 



Borna Ghosh: I am nobody, as Emily Dickinson would say. 
Every morning I wake up and start my work of erasing myself. 
Every night I go to bed having failed in that effort. Narcissism, 
Maya? Who knows what is it that keeps me chained within 
myself. 
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A TRAVELOGUE OF ASHES 

My coffee smelled of ashes- 

Not meant to be 
That morning 

Lunar glow drowning in the lake 

Us, coffee 

Not meant to be 

Sitting on my arm chair 
With my coffee smelling like ashes 
Tasting like burnt feathers- 
I sipped the dirges of wings, 

Speak of skies, dream of nests... 

In that morning.... 
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When he kissed my fingertips, 

The cup slipped off my grip 
Shattering pearly porcelain. 

I took out a mug, poured fresh coffee. 
Ignoring a mumbled apology 

I did not bother to explain 
The broken cup was a family heirloom 
Urn-like, with scenes of solitude 
Painted in blue and smoke grey 
A temporary container for ancestral ashes 
I started taking my coffee in it 
After my grandmother's death. 

Though women of my family hardly travelled 
Their ashes made it to the ocean 

In the new mug 

The coffee retained the smell of ashes 
And the flavor of burnt feathers 


160 



Bini B.S: She is currently a Post-Doctoral Research Fellow at 
Balvant Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other 
Human Sciences, Baroda, India. Her research articles, poems 
and translations have appeared in national and international 
Journals and anthologies including Poetry Chain, Kritya, 
Samyukta, South Asian Ensemble, Kavyabharati, Korzybski 
And... (Published by Institute of General Semantics) and The 
Virtual Transformation of the Public Sphere (Routledge). She 
is one of the editors of Anekaant: A Journal of Polysemic 
Thought and the Managing Editor of The Journal of 
Contemporary Thought. Her poems appeared in a collection 
of 'corporeal poetry' titled, A Strange Place Other than 
Earlobes: Five Poets Seventy Poems, published by Sampark, 
Calcutta. 
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BLACK 

Black... your heart 
Black... your soul 
Black... your blood 

Black... your treachery 
Black... your adultery 
Black... your lies 


Black... your memories 
Black ... your burnt letters 
Black ... the scars on my wrist 
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Black... my death 
Black... my corpse 
Black... my tombstone 



Barun Bajracharya: is the author of a short story book Sins of 
Love and contributing author of short story anthologies: You, 
Me and Zindagi 2, The Zest of Inklings, Once upon a Time, 
Blank Space and Rudraksha. Barun is a Communications 
Officer at an INGO and an Editor at PEN Point (literary 
journal). Furthermore, he is the youngest member of PEN 
International Nepal Chapter and Traditional Poetry Writers 
Association of the World. In October, 2013 he travelled to S. 
Korea to represent Nepal in the general conference of 
Traditional Poetry Writers Association of the World, attended 
by 9 countries, where he earned appreciation for his poems. 
He can be contacted at barunbairacharya@gmail.com. 

House No. 325/99, Bagmati Margh 

Kuleshwor-14, Kathmandu, Nepal 

Mobile No. - 977-9803169447 

Home No. - 977-1-4280698 
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Hey you 

by the pavement 
by the roadside 
by the bridge 

and behind compound walls 

i can see you 

and yet i keep quiet. 

i can claim 

you are abusing the space 
being vulgar 
and littering it 
with your drain 
and yet i keep quiet. 

you, 
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who abuse women 


who call her dressing provocative 

who claim honour in her virginity 

who victimize her 

for all crimes you commit 

who enforce absurd ethics 

what are you doing 

by the pavement 

the roadside 

the bridge 

and behind compound walls? 

i keep quiet in shame 
in disgust 
in fear 

and in silenced pain. 
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Ayshwaria Sekher/lcecamp: An International Relations 
graduate, but a reluctant practitioner. Searching about the 
self through practices that seem conducive to the naked eye 
but weathers the spirit. Believes in the conditional - 
unconditional love of a dog and no other's. Extends reality 
from books and tries to achieve vice versa. Shuns from the 7 - 
isms 7 but cannot escape the brackets cast. A bundle of 
contradictions in short! 
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FOR AMANAT 


I see your pain, 

I feel your tears in the rain. 

I am ashamed. 

Of a multitude of things, 

More for the lechery that my creed brings. 

I am dazed. 

We curtsy a God that we don't see, 

Yet become a man that he won't be. 

I am lost. 

We light candles in the night, 

Yet our memories burn not half as bright. 
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We forget, 

Like Bombay from the years back, 

Its mettle that we Indians lack. 

I will see 

The marches, the slogans, the mighty parade, 
And the lull that follows this rehearsed charade. 

Its fading already, 

Like rainbows after the rain, 

I pray you survive the solitude of pain. 

I am one of us, 

As impotent as winter in May. 

We need courage, the spirit of Che. 

I hope we rise, 

Beyond this rubble of shame, 

Our country needs an eternal flame. 


168 


I feel your pain, 

I see your tears in the rain. 



Avishek Ramaswamy Aiyar: I was born and brought up in 
pristine Calcutta and lived the first 18 years of my life there 
before moving to Chennai for my undergraduate education. I 
eventually moved to the US, where I completed my doctoral 
studies in Chemical Engineering. I currently work as a 
scientist at IBM in New York. 
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(In)Tolerance : A Politic Poetization 

("The best lack all conviction, while the worst 

Are full of passionate intensity." ~ The Second Coming by W.B.Yeats) 


The morning chronicle brews up the cup into intolerance— 


Showers from the ether the unbriddled tongue battling 
against shadow. 


tolerance 


The red eyes, intolerant sermonizes 


The naive eyes, tolerant molests 

intolerance. 

Oh, response is a commodity, makes good profit 
Water is already wallowed, just timely rely on it. 

Raw and rough-both aim at annihilation 
Fertile brain with hemlock forestation. 

In the circus actors fight with borrowed 

weapons. 
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Sold selves, pen auctioned,tongues must hurt 


on. 


Midnight's children—We, the people had survived, 

India's hidden Bharat—We, the people have survived. 

The nibs will get rust—We the people will survive. 

We know what is best for us—We the people survive. 

Time will bundle ye all into torn yellow page lines, 

inked, 


Our warmer love, sans your counsel, will never be 

extinct. 



Avik Kumar Maiti: ( email - itzakm@gmail.com) He is a poet 
and writer from Midnapore. He is a permanent ESL teacher at 
Belda Gangadhar Academy, West Bengal. He likes to travel, 
explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the lees', 
passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes 
that God is there and one day everything will be fine again. 
He believes in the flame eternal that is within us, which may 
cause a miracle with just a sympathetic touch. 
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I HAD A DREAM YOU WERE GOING TO DIE 

I had a dream you were going to die 
I wake up, alone, in an ancient bed 
But I don't ever want to say goodbye. 

I see a lone blackbird struggle to fly 

Then plop on the grey sidewalk, cold and dead 

I had a dream you were going to die. 

I see the candle die with a long sigh 
The shadows fade into darkness and dread 
But I don't ever want to say goodbye. 

My heart hammering like a stormy sky 
I search for a flaw in the signs I'd read 
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I had a dream you were going to die. 


I try to remember the days gone by 
The fountain of youth, the love left unsaid 
But I don't ever want to say goodbye. 


To the dreams that we shared; I'd rather lie 
Pretend you're still there, inside my head. 

I had a dream you were going to die 
But I don't ever want to say goodbye. 



Archita Mittra: She is a freelance writer, artist and designer 
based in Calcutta, India. A first year student of English at 
Jadavpur University, she is also pursuing a diploma in 
Multimedia and Animation from St.Xavier's College. Her 
poetry has appeared in numerous publications and 
anthologies including Quail Bell Magazine, eFiction India, Life 
In 10 Minutes, among others. 


173 






CHENNAI BLUES 

"Hurry" said Reggie, the baby blue whale, 
"Swim fast! Swim to the top!" 

"If mama catches us" said Sam, 

"all our plans will flop" 

"ooo finally i will get to see a city" 

Said little baby Heather, 

The three baby whales swam upto the shore 
And there they stopped for a breather! 

"Welcome to Chennai" said baby Reggie 
For he was their gang leader, 

"follow me" said he, and the others followed 
Without so much as a heeder. 
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They found themselves face to face 
with a little five year old boy 
"Hi I am Saravanan" said the tiny tot, 

"are you my new toy?" 

The three whales laughed, introduced themselves 

To their new little friend 

"We always wanted to see your city, 

We hear it is grand!" 

Saravanan teared up a bit, and the baby whales wondered 
"it used to be grand. But look at it now, 

Water, our homes has plundered" 

"My parents, these days, seem sad, Always worried and 
frowning 

Are they upset with me, what did I do wrong 
I am left a wondering" 

"Oh parents are like that" said baby Sam 
"Our mom is that way too" 

"But many a time their worries and fears 
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Have nothing to do with you" 


"They must be worried about the water, thunder, lightening 
and rain. 

That some things from home have floated away 
The loss must be a true pain" 

"So smile Saravanan," said baby Heather, 

"It really is not your fault" 

"The adult world has different pressures, 
put your sadness to a halt" 

Reggie said " just as we cannot live without water, 

You cannot live with too much of it. 

Strange are the ways of the world. 

Each of us in our own environments do fit" 

"It's receding! " someone shouted and Saravanan sat up 
straight 

"Friends you better head back or else 
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It will be too late" 


The three baby whales bid Saravanan goodbye 
And Saravanan smiled at them swell 
As they swam away, he ran excitedly 
For he had a tale to tell! 



Archana Dange: Educator, with an M.Sc in life sciences and 
training in environmental education. Worked with children 
across India in rural and urban areas, bringing creativity and 
fun into education. Presently heads the EuroKids and the 
Helen O'Grady International Drama Academy for India across 
Tamilnadu. An author of the tulip series of text books for the 
primary school with the Oxford University Press, is an avid 
reader and dabbles increative writing and poetry. Thus far, 
unpublished. 
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A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

(Bangalore and Chennai...Two cities. Two capitals. Of states that have fought the most 
vicious political battles over ...water... The Cauvery. And yet today when Chennai faces its 
greatest natural disaster since a 100 years, the way Bangaloreans have opened their 
hearts to Chennai is indeed the stuff of legend. Namma Bangalore has not been found 
wanting in its neighbours toughest hour and to me this is what reflects the spirit of India! 
Reading these news reminds me of a poem I wrote in 2007) 

LET AN INDIAN WIN TONITE 


Let an Indian wipe the tears of another, 

Let an Indian give another hope. 

Let an Indian avenge a wrong done to a fellow Indian, 
Let an Indian not just sit there and mope. 

Let an Indian be an Indian first and last, 

Let an Indian not have a petty mind. 

Let an Indian show the world what an Indian can do, 
Let an Indian win tonite! 



178 





Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost 2 decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has - with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends - 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse's dictats 
from time to time. 
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CALLING YOU 

Come to me 

Experience the expanse 

Take a nature trail 

And rise to the summit 

For here you will find 

My hidden beauty 

You will taste 

The spirit of freedom 

To behold magnificent views. 

I have found you 
In the stillness 
Of your mind 
I bring to you 
A peaceful time 
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Listen to my heart 
Like the beat of drums 
Celebrating as you 
Traverse my expanse. 

I feel your heart singing 
Your mesmerised eyes 
Spell beholden joy. 

I have called you 
Reached for you 
And you now know 
You have found yourself. 

Many years have passed 
My child 

You have stayed away 
Drawn to the fast paced life 
Of the cosmopolitan city. 

I have waited for your feet 
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To touch me once again 
For your essence 
To respond to my call. 

I will always be here 
Waiting for you 
My child. 

Cos within you, 

You know 

This is where you belong 
In the heart of nature 
When we are one 
And your spirit is uplifted 
To reign supreme. 
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Angela Chetty: is a HR Manager, an avid poet and lyricist who 
lives in Durban, South Africa. Angela imbibes her work with a 
deep passion and belief that words can touch hearts and 
change lives. The depths of her soulful prose, cuts across 
different genres, talking to matters of the heart. Poetry is 
music for my soul; like oxygen, the breath of my life. In 2013, 
an Anthology of Poetry entitled, Heartfelt moments - A 
Treasure Trove was published 

www.heartfeltmomentspoetry.com 

In 2015, her poem "Miss Me" was selected as Editor's choice 
for the Contemporary Poetry Digest. 
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and the next evening 
just the realization 
of being on long street 
at the 169, long street 

and 169 
finally.... 

music draped shuffling steps outside 
mist of voices settled 
in a yellow domain 
a forest of streets 
suddenly entered 
the obese man lifted his hat 
a colored girl in ultra shorts smiled 
she is tapping the world 
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on her mobile 


entering exiting 

each other 

169 in hushed vivaldi 

and sparkling turquoise 

in a moist sense 

in surrender 

in slender proportions 

blew 

a sudden gusto 

trumpets beholding reason 

heaving 

eyes and bodies took to each other 
in violence suggested 
living 
and living 

the black dwarf from the murals called out 
don't just look 
sniff me, my lord 
my existence 
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my enslaved sky 

sniff me, your exalted highness 

sniff my cape dutch chains 

sniff my walls 

and i did 

169 exploded 

in tiny stars 

of shadows 

on colored lips and colored eyes 

of spinal movements 

of cerebrum 

borrowing synapses 

breaking 

joining 

breaking again 
riding 

unlike each other 
long street crawled 
the obese man 
just smiled 
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Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many worlds 
and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. Words and 
images tend to amalgamate in many such strange journeys. 
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SOULLESS 

You thought you could scare me 
Or maybe provoke me. 

In silence 

I sought diffident refuge 
You poked, 

You prodded 

You said nasty things 

In ways that made people stop and listen. 

In public 

You showed off 

Your command over words. 

Your vicious mind spewed 
Lewd 

And uncontrolled. 
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For a long moment I was afraid 
Timid... 

I am simple 
Quite simply -- 
I am me. 

All I wanted was 
Some solace in poetry. 

You did not know 
The context of my words 
And did not care to ask. 

For your coarse mind 
Had already passed 
Its sweeping remarks. 

They stopped me in my tracks 
To fame. 

They stopped me 
From expressing 
My thoughts 
Choked my words 
Even before they became 
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Verse. 


You've done it to many 
I heard 

They resigned 
In utter disgust. 

You laughed 
You crowed 

In what you thought was victory 

Almighty laughed-- 

Silently. 

"You fool, all this is but momentary." 
You looked. 

You cried 

That place where your soul once was 
Lay empty 
It rattled, 

It echoed that futility 
It gnawed. 

Your laughter turned 
Into 
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An empty bellow: 

It was but a disguise 
To cover up 
A warped mind 
With no soul. 



Ameeta Agnihotri: First of all, I love to write. Then I love to 
travel, and write about my travels, including about the food I 
eat on my blog. Being a Food Critic, I have four food books to 
my name: The Times Food and Nightlife Guide. My restaurant 
reviews come out every Friday in the Chennai Times. Yes, 
life's good. My book is done. It was done five years ago. Am 
still trying to muster the courage to edit it. 

Work: http://timescity.com/chennai 

Blogs: http://silentsensation.blogspot.com/ 

http://fascinatingtastes.blogspot.in/ 
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THE UNSTABLE POEM 

It lurks at the edges, on the periphery of my vision 
slipping, slithering, undulating like a serpent 
tantalising, taking flight, 
swooping, diving, forming figures of eight. 

And just when all its parts seem 
to be falling in place, 
along comes a Harrier 
picking words off like prey, 
dispersing the rest 

over shimmering waters of the mind. 

If only I could lure it 
into my gingerbread house.. 

But the poem insists 
on being a wave and a particle 
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at the same time. 



Alaka Yeravadekar: Thought monkey, lover of the written 
word, adept threader of needles; Alaka's sketches, paintings 
and photographs reflect her deep love for the natural world. 
Her non-fiction and poems have been published in print and 
on the web. You can read more of her work at 
http://alakaline.blogspot.in 
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A NIGHT IN WINTER 

Dripping drops of diamond dew, 

Cold beads encompassing numerous hue, 

Swirl down peacock-green leaves, 

Get disappeared on the bed of sheaves. 

Dew drenched path bears fine imprints, 

Of scurrilous insects, in their nocturnal stints, 
Cool are the Moon, trees, and huts in the dark 
Coolest of all is the place, where I work. 

Sometimes, cool breeze brings weird tales, 

An eerie silence reigns over undulating vales, 
Hoots of owls, or ruffling of feather, 
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Down into the spine send a shiver. 

The panoply of teeming stars move 
Overhead slowly, towards the dark grove, 

To get vanished behind a chain of high hills, 
Their images die on cold surface of rills, 

Across desolate barns, amidst stacks of hays, 
Witches, in black, move hunting for preys, 
The priest with candles and a silver platter, 
Mutter prayers sprinkling Holy-water. 

For the white beam, it won't be late, 

To come out through Heaven's gate; 

From afar, a mellifluous tune can be heard. 
For its beloved, it is the song of a bird. 

It's time for the night to say good bye. 
Remnants of obstinate stars must go to die, 
Earth is getting ready to welcome the dawn. 
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To live the day, under warm blessing of the sun. 



Anil Kumar Panda: My name is Anil Kumar Panda. Tiku is my 
pen name. I was born in a small town, Brajrajnagar, in the 
state of Odisha, in India. I am currently residing here. I work 
as a mine surveyor in coal mines. I write short stories and 
poems whenever I get time. 
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"MY FLAG" 

Aboard a Bus; 

Tis' wheels on feet; 

From Nazareth white, 

Across blood red valleys; 

To saffron-indies. 

Fellow-bordered in crescent greens, 
With loyal pentacle lone; 

On sky view seats. 

Whilst hallowed turbans, 

Yellow beard companions; 

Laugh mellow songs to dance; 

On highway to havens. 
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Our colorless Tao, 

Rides through Zen grasslands, 

Spread black and blue; 

An indigo road, 

Burrowed under brown Lumbini caves; 
Rain-bowing a nude lotus sage. 


When would I reach? 

Ooh! Hast already arrived. 



Aakash Sagar Chouhan: He is a Rourkela-based, Odia nomad, 
restlessly scribbling since 2003. An undergraduate, indeed a 
college drop-out; but now he is a contributing Author, a 
blogger, a prose writer, a Poet, an article contributor, 
Group's Admin of many Pages and Communities. He has been 
a proud contributor to a few anthologies by International and 
Indian Poets. Apart from pouring his thoughts and himself on 
virgin papers, during his leisure time, Aakash is an observer, a 
dreamer, a philosopher. He likes to strum his Guitar and sing. 
He also likes to play and brush colors on canvases. 
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Nevertheless, he reads a lot to dive deep into the words of 
Authors and mystical quotes said by long beard sages, Zen 
monks and Sufi saints of yesteryears. 
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